He did not say what his dream was, but before his son
could answer he raised his forefinger and said impres-
sively:
"Your  grace.   Father Vasili. . . ."
And he said it in a tone as if he were uttering something
for which he had himself been longing in vain., for his name
too was Vasili.
Young Vasili was sent to a divinity college in St. Peters-
burg, What happened there was very different from what
his father had expected, but it could have been foretold by
anybody who had taken the trouble to study the things that
interested young Dokuchayev, with his clear, precise mind,
strong character and aversion for sentimentality, mysticism
and grandiloquent oratory.
After a short stay at the divinity college he decided that
this was not the place for him. He applied for entry to the
St. Petersburg University.
This was not an easy thing for an ex-seminary student.
One had to have splendid abilities and a passionate desire
for knowledge, and proof that one possessed that knowledge.
When had he found the time to acquire it ? Theology and
physics and mathematics are as wide apart as the poles!
But he passed his examinations and was accepted. He took
up the natural sciences.
His student life was not easy either. He was borne down
by sheer, downright poverty. Recalling those days, he, with
his characteristic broad humour., which he preserved to
the end of his life, described them in one brief, vivid sen-
tence:
"I did not know the use of stockings then!"
When he was   asked   what he  had   been   taught at   the
divinity college he answered bluntly, in a deep, grave voice:
"Funnyletics!"
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